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" Now, see me off, and no tears! Goodbye I " Gregor
said in a quivering voice, and went across to his horse.
Throwing Ilinichna's black three-cornered kerchief over
her head, Natalia went out beyond the gate. The children
clung to her skirt. Poliushka sobbed disconsolately.
Choking back her tears, she asked her mother :
" Don't let him go ! Don't let him go, mummy ! He'll
be killed at the war. Daddy, don't ride off to the war ! "
Mishatka's lips quivered, but he did not cry. He manfully
restrained himself, and angrily told his little sister:
" Don't talk nonsense, idiot! Everybody isn't killed at
the war ! "
He firmly remembered his grandfather's words that
cossacks never cry, that it was a terrible shame for cossacks
to cry. But when his father, seated on his horse, raised
him to the saddle and kissed him, he noticed with amazement
that his father's eyelashes were wet. And then Mishatka
could stand the test no longer. His tears poured like rain
from his eyes. He hid his face against his father's chest,
against the leather straps, and bellowed:
" Let grand-dad go and fight 1 What has he come back
to us for ? I don't want you to. . , ."
Gregor carefully lowered his son to the ground, wiped
the tears from his eyes with the back of his hand, and
silently touched up his horse,
How many times now had his charger torn up the earth
by the steps of this hut with his hoofs ! How many times
had he carried him along the tracks and over the pathless
steppe to the front, to where gloomy death marked down
the cossacks, to where, in the words of the cossack song,
there is " fear and sorrow every day, every hour "! But
never had he ridden out of his village with so heavy a heart
as on that gracious morning.
Oppressed by vague presentiments, which weighed him
down with anxiety and foreboding, he rode with the reins
over his saddle-bow as far as the hill crest before he looked
back. At the crossroads, where the dusty road branched
oS towards the windmill, he turned his head. Only Natalia
was standing at the gate, and the fresh, early morning
breeze was tearing her black, mourning kerchief from her
hands.